FEET OF CLAY

electoral banquets, and listen to talk of army estimates while removing
blackheads from power's back.

Had not a predecessor of Simon's pushed gallantry so far, since he
was Minister of Fine Arts and had to commission a new bust of the
Republic, as to suggest to the sculptor that he should take Marthe
Bonnefoy for model? It was beneath her effigy that, in a certain
number of French towns, young couples were married.

But with all this Marthe had no taste for ostentation. She was per-
fectly happy living in the heart of Paris, opposite the enormous palace,
in which, doubtless, a few centuries earlier she would have been living,
with her low-ceilinged flat, pleasantly furnished in Directoire style
(Diane de Poitiers superimposed on Madame Tallien), which was the
first place to which her "great friends" thought of coming with their
triumphs and disasters.

Long after they had put an end to a regular liaison, she was still will-
ing, from time to time, to spend with them a night spiced with that
particular vice which-is memory. She had her own way of remaining
fondly attached to them, always and in all circumstances, for she had
learned that men, even when cast down by some scandal, invariably
ended, provided they^ lived long enough, by returning to power. And
the lover of the moment found it difficult to take umbrage; the others
had already done so much for him!

When Marthe Bonnefoy took a new lover, she had the charming
habit of inviting him to dinner with a few "great friends," a dinner
with few guests, "never less than the Graces, never more than the
Muses," to announce the fact to them.

It was on coming away from the last dinner of this kind that Edouard
Wilner, on the staircase, putting his hand on Simon's shoulder, had
said: "What a treasure Marthe is! She introduces us to so many
people!"

It was Simon's luck that Marthe should have picked him out im-
mediately after the April elections as one of the most interesting young
members of the new legislature.

"He's got the right stuff in him," Stenn, the leader of the parlia-
mentary group to which Simon belonged, had said. "It's up to you,
Marthe^ to tailor it"

w And why not indeed?" she had replied with her brilliant smile.
And now Simon was the Benjamin of this clique of powerful men
who codkl not help but assist him to climb the ladder to honours, be-
cause he was initiated into their secrets, their intrigues and their vices.
Marthe had made Simon one of the heirs-presumptive to that throne
^fifteen places which is called the Government bench, and when she
Mm take his place on it, she would have the pleasure of being able to
* **Ijacliauine? We made him!"

* that is to say she and the men on the chimney-piece.
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